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"I can hardly believe she was making a pun,
In a fix so horribly grave ; But   she  whipped  out  a   knife   and   swore   by
All's Blue, That the day he was born her father would rue,
If he did not her Duckie Boy save.
IV " His Majesty found she had cornered him tight,
So wisely the matter referred To a council of experts in tribal tradition, Who at once all the precedents passed in revision
And each tittle of evidence heard,
"And at last they decided that I and Gosh
For the maiden's hand should fight, A combat a outrance, and hand to hand, And weaponless all, at once on the strand, And Heaven defend the right!
" They explained this by gesture. Loblolly demurred,
But right willingly I agreed. I had sat at the feet of the Putney Pet, And know how to use my maulies, you bet,
When it comes to a pressing need.
"Now Gosh was a trifle of eighteen stone, .   With a fist like a Nasmyth hammer; But when with an elephantine prance, He proceeded his ugly black phiz to advance, Of the noble art, I could see at a glance, He did not know even the grammar.